VERONA

set her down as a wanton wench, imperfe&ly
guarded, who deserved all she got from destiny.

Verona.

Second attempt. We visited the old reddish
Castle, after a merciful fate had prevented us from
seeing the museum of modern piftures. Its barbaric
interiors well illustrate the life of the great days of
Verona. Wonderful it must have been that any
man survived the age of thirty. The endless
pi&ure-galleries present the usual appearance of
all foreign galleries except the finest. Twilight
everywhere. The pictures dirty, and under-framed
and oddly labelled. Several Mantegnas of the
second order. A Bellini ditto. A first-rate por-
trait by Titian. . . . And then you see a sculptured
Virgin and Child, the Child with its finger in its
mouth. It is labelled Donatello, and probably no
one but Donatello could have done it. An enchant-
ing work. A gem. The sight of it transforms the
whole of Verona, makes Verona richly worth while.
It completely changes one's attitude towards Verona
as a centre of art. Unhappily it is crumbling to
pieces, uncared for. But the citizens of Verona
will bear this misfortune with an admirable
tranquillity.

One church, San Zeno Maggiore, in a squalid
suburb, had to be inspected, no matter how serious
your surfeit of churches. It has the reputation of
being the finest Romanesque church in North Italy,
with the oldest bronze doors, and it possesses a